THE  COUNTRY

work the deserted fields. The negroes settled.
They intermarried with the inhabitants. In two
or three generations the race which had conquered
half the world was extinct, and Portugal, with the
exception of a small area in the north, was in-
habited by a hybrid race of Ear-Africans. The
French may think themselves lucky if, avoiding
war, they can fill their depleted country with
civilized white men.

Meanwhile, the emptiness of France Is a de-
light to every lover of nature and solitude. But
even in Italy, where farms and peasants and
peasants* children are thick on the land, the lover
of the country feels much happier than he does in
what may actually be more sparsely inhabited
districts of the home counties. For farms and
peasants are country products, as truly native to
the land as trees or growing corn, and as in-
offensive. It is the urban interloper who ruins
the English country. Neither he nor his house
belong to it. In Italy, on the other hand, when
the rare trespasser from the town does venture
into the country, he finds it genuinely rustic.
The country is densely populated, but it is still
the country. It has not been killed by the deadly
kindness of those who3 like myself, are nature's
townsmen.
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